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telephone bell is standing me in excellent stead. I am the only
one out of the three who gets any sleep at all at night. Mr.
Hogarth is always getting up, to chase cats or rats or birds or
mice or dogs. Everything comes in and out of the window holes,
and the light sleepers suffer. The only time I woke up was when
a cat scratched my face, entirely without provocation so far as I
am aware. We are tired of the village bread (the thin cloth-like
galettes) and still more of the bread so made out of English flour.
The villagers all live on barley-bread, but the Haj tried to use
our home flour, and the result was a sheet, not of paper or cloth,
but of wash leather or thin indiarubber sheeting. It is very tough
and holds water, and most elastic. Mr. Hogarth's teeth refuse
to eat it, and so he is brought very low. Thompson1 can just get
through it: I flourish, but the others got tired of seeing that, and
have made arrangements with the Commandant of Biredjik to
supply us with mule-loads of the soldiers' bread. This is thick,
brown, whole-meal stuff, rather like the ideal bread of the
Limousin, but darker in colour, and without the very slight
sourness of the French stuff. By the way 'whole-meal' does not
mean that it is like Veda bread, or the English 'whole-meal'.
Sometimes we have Euphrates fish: the small ones taste of mud,
and are more bony than herrings: and thick bones that choke a
cat. The larger ones are much better. Another year we will
have a sailing canoe, or something of the sort: it will be splendid
to go down the river to Bassorah. This much is being written on
the great mound, with the main branch of the river some 200
yards wide at my feet. The men behind, digging in the top of the
tell have got down about ID feet, through an Arab stratum, into a
Roman one. This means cement and big stones, and slow work:
but they have found a very nice little cup of early Arab ware,
probably xith century. At present they are pulling up stones from
the bottom of their pit, in a mist of TallahY and 'IssaV2, The
last is curious for they are all nominally Mohammedans. They
can do nothing without noise. A man has just put off from the
island across the near branch of the river, to swim across to us.
Their antics on the inflated skins are more curious than beautifuL
The skin itself is goat or sheep: (though a man came across the
1 R. Campbell Thompson.                       a Jesus Christ, who is a Moslem prophet.